SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

on.  His message flashes out from under the depth
of the Pacific:

"Forward! Make no delay! Capture Wu-
chang! This is the hour."

Yes, this is the twelfth, the final hour. Ah! will
they, can they strike at last that iron blow for
Chinese freedom?

Hwang Hsing the Courageous, Hwang Hsing
the Intrepid takes the order. Hwang, with his
Dare-to-Dies, strikes with the desperation of that
final hour; and China, at last, is free!

The hour of victory which for thirty years he
has awaited, finally comes. He smiles as he now
hears in the recesses of his memory the chidings
of his dear old mother as she warned him against
the snares of political life.

Ah, dear, sweet mother! You, mother with the
bound feet, but the full and untrammeled heart
that not even the backward customs of two
thousand years could restrain in your love! You
sought the safety of your son in your way, in the
footsteps of the twentieth century of ancient
models. To-day your son, the leader of millions,
honors you with the honors of the great, because
he sought the safety of the Chinese people that
you love. The uncle of Ningpo failed because his
enemies were those whom your son has thrown
down. If you, dear old mother, could stand forth
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